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merchantmen look very small indeed. But even she, haughty
lady, was put in the shade, when her young but gargantuan
sister, the Aquitania, floating leisurely between the booms,
claimed the attention of the harbour, and reduced us all to a
state of grovelling homage. And then the Olympic, not to
be outdone by these overrated Cunarders, would join the com-
pany with her nose in the air.

They were packed with yellow-dad and helmeted soldiers,
who were as noisy about their entrance as the great ships
were silent. Tommy, coming into harbour at the end of a
voyage, had a habit of announcing his approach. So, when
we on the land heard over the water shouting, singing, genial
oaths, " How-d'ye-do's," and " What-ho's " ; and such ad-
vices as " Cheerioh ! The Cheshires are here ! " " We'll
open them Narrows for you ; " " Here we are, here we are,
here we are again/' or the simple statement " We've coom ! "
we left our tents, and just went into our field-glasses, as one
goes into a theatre.

The men in the transports were delayed a night in the
harbour, and on the following day disgorged into the floating
omnibuses that plied nightly to Suvla or Helles. These
omnibuses were old Isle of Man passenger steamers, jolly old
tubs, doing their bit like papa and uncle and grandad in the
National Guard at home. Being due to arrive with their
crowds of fighting men at the Peninsula in the darkness of
midnight, they would get under way just before dusk. They
went out with the sun, travelling straight and slowly between
the hulls.

To the lads, thus being drawn to the danger-zone, a send-
off would be given in salvos of cheers from the sides of the
anchored vessels, the bands of the Navy sometimes playing
them out with the old airs of England, And the lads them-
selves, enjoying their evanescent triumph, and feeling like
the applauded heroes on a carnival car, would shout back a
merry response, or pick up the chorus of the tune rendered
by the distant band.

Many a still evening Doe and I watched their departme,
knowing that soon we should go out of the port like that in
the red of a sunset. And Monty, hearing the cries of " Good
Luck," " Love to Johnny Turk/' " Finish it off quickly,"
" Hi, put yer trust in Gawd, and keep your 'ead down," and
the faint strains of " Steady, boys, steady, we'll fight and